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PILFERED PAINTING 



BLOOBSTUTTER BOILS ABOUT HIS OILS 
By Rod Reed 





VACUUM Bloobstutter stood by his 
desk in the office of the General Man- 
ager of the United States Hole-Making 
Corporation. 

He was looking critically at a large paint- 
ing he had just removed from a paper pack- 
age. Red the woodpecker flew in the 
window and started pecking idly at the 
discarded paper. It made a clackety-clack 
sound that seemed to annoy the man. 

"Why do you rap-rap on that?" he asked, 
irritably. 

"Why not ?' 'asked the woodpecker. "Isn't 
it rapping paper?" Bloobstutter. ignored 
the question. 

"Hang it all, I have to send this picture 
back." « 

"Send it back?" asked Red. "Why? It's 
a very beautiful picture. And a famous 
one, too: 'The Man with the Hoe.'" 

"Well, it's not what we want for this 
office," snapped Bloobstutter. "I thought 
it was going to be 'The Man with the 
Hole. " ' 

"You what?" 

"Yes, I thought it would be a picture of a 
sturdy, holesome workman holding a large 
hole in his two, strong hands. I thought 
he'd have^ look of pride about him as if he 
were very happy to have constructed such 
a fine hole. I thought we could use it in 
our ads." 

Bloobstutter began wrapping the picture 
up again. 

Bloobstutter was not a very neat man at 
tying up a package. First the string 
slipped, then when he made a knot he 
found he had tied up his left forefinger. 
"Oh, dear, I wish my secretary were here," 
he said. 

Luckily for the secretary, Mr. Bloobstut- 
ter was not touching his magic broom as 
he said that. The broom stood in a corner 
behind the desk. It was a witch's broom 
and when anyone mad« a wish in rhyme 
while touching the handle, that wish was 
invariably granted at once. 

The secretary. Miss Demeanor, was at 
that moment on her vacation, lolling in a 
canoe at Lake Sloshabit, and a good-look- 
ing young man in the other end of the canoe 



was telling her she was so beautiful he 
sometimes wondered if she were merely a 
dream and would one day disappear into 
thin air. Which is exactly what she'd have 
done if Bloob had used his broom to wish 
her back in the office! 

Bloobstutter, seeming suddenly to realize 
that he had inadvertently made a rhymed 
wish, looked around quickly at the broom 
as if to make sure he wasn't touching it. 
"Whew!" he said, and mopped his brow 
with his handkerchief. 

He then began once more his struggle 
with the parcel, succeeded in tearing a 
large gash "in the paper, blamed that on 
the woodpecker for pecking at it, 'and 
finally got some semblance of a cover over 
the painting, though parts of the picture 
peeped through here and there. 

"Well, this painting's too valuable to 
entrust to a messenger," said the man. 
"I'll just take it back to Artie Shop's Arty 
Shoppe myself." 

"Are you going to fly?" asked the bird. 

"No," said the man, picking up his 
broom, for he never went anywhere with- 
out it. "It's such a pretty day I think I'll 
walk." 

As he walked, two thugs cased him from 
an alley. 

"Looka dat little gee!" whispered one. 
"See what he's carryin'?" 

"Yuh mean dat calendar or whatever?" 

"Dat ain't no calendar! Dat's an erl 
paintin'! Dem tings is wort plenty moo!" 

"Yeh?" 

"Yeh! Now you put duh slug on dat 
guy an' I'll snatch duh pitcher." 
"Okie Doakie. Leave us go!" 

'THE two footpads stealthily crept to- 
ward the little man with the big painting 
and the old broom. They were almost upon 
him when the woodpecker, munching con- 
tentedly on a juicy telephone pole, hap- 
pened to notice them. 

"Hey, look out!" he called to his friend 
(It might be pointed out that Bloobstutter, 
having acquired certain other mystical tal- 
ents along with his magic broom, w - _ tin 
only human able to understand- and hold 
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conversations with Red the woodpecker.) 

The warning was a little late, but it did 
cause Bloobstutter to turn his head so that 
■ he received only a glancing blow from the 
blackjack. It knocked him down and 
momentarily dazed him as the thugs fled 
with the painting. 

Even a bird sometimes gets excited and 
does silly things in an emergency. Flap- 
ping his wings, Red raced away to the 
nearest policeman and began excitedly 
telling him about the holdup. The police- 
man paid no attention. The woodpecker 
had forgotten that cops can understand the 
language of only two kinds of birds; par- 
rots and stool pigeons. 

The two thugs were out of sight when 
Bloobstutter. shaking his head, became un- 
dazed. Clutching his broom he cried, 
"Alas, alas! Alack, alack! 
I wish I had that painting back!" 

Zoooooop ! 

The broom carried out the wish. Un- 
fortunately. Bloobstutter had not specified 
any disposal of his assailants. Inasmuch 
as they were both clutching the picture 
when the wish was made, they came sailing 
back with it. 

OOR Bloobstutter recoiled in horror as 
the one with the blackjack started to 
swing it at him again. 
He cried out : 

"No, no, don't hit me, you wean thing! 
I wish you both were in Sing Sing!" 
Wheeeeee ! 

Quicker than you can say "red leather, 
yellow leather" three times, the magic 
broom whisked the two crooks away to 
prison. However, they were both clutch- 
ing the painting, so it went to prison, too. 

Poor Bloobstutter was even more con- 
fused than usual, which is about as con- 
fused as anybody can get. He scratched 
his head, slightly disturbing the three 
hairs. He wanted the picture back, but he 
was very anxious *hat the two crooks 
should stay in jail where they belonged. 

Finally he got a wish verse worked out. 
He said it carefully and slowly: 
"I want no crooks ( upon my soul!) 
But I want that painting: 'The Man With 

the Hole!' " 

As you can see, in his confusion, he had 
erred slightly. That made the magic 
broom's task harder because there was no 
such painting. The broom had to make 
one, a nice color picture of a sturdy work- 
man holding up a big hole in his bare 
hands. It took the broom two seconds 
longer to grant such a hard wish. 



When the new picture arrived, Bloob- 
stutter didn't even bother to look at it, but 
started running with it toward the Arty 
Shoppe where he handed it to the proprie- 
tor. Mr. Artie Shop. 

Mr. Shop looked at it, then faced Bloob- 
stutter with a baleful glare. "What kind 
of skullduggery is this?" he thundered. 
"This is not the painting I sold you." 

Bloobstutter, at wit's end, didn't even 
look at the picture. (If he had. no doubt 
he'd have been delighted with it. It was 
just the thing he wanted for advertising 
purposes.) He cried, 

"Broom, broom! You fill me with gloom! 
Get the right picture or I'll go to my 
doom!" 

Patient and obedient, the broom granted 
this wish. Mr. Artie Shop was satisfied 
and Bloobstutter headed back for his of- 
fice. 

Meanwhile, his secretary. Miss Demean- 
or, and her boy friend were still canoeing 
peacefully on Lake Sloshabit. Leaning her 
head back on a cushion, Miss D. declared, 
"This is heavenly. I feel as vf I were 
floating on air." 
, Her boy friend smiled and dipped his 
paddle. It struck no water. He looked 
overside. The lake was ten feet below 
them. They were floating on air. With a 
yell of terror the young man leaped out of 
the canoe, down, down into the water. 

It seems that on reaching his office. Vac- 
uum Bloobstutter had once again wished 
his secretary were there to help with his 
problems. He was holding the broom when 
he said it. In a moment Miss D. came 
floating through the window in the canoe. 

"What's up, chief?" she asked^ briskly. 

"We need a picture of a big man holding 
a big hole," he said. 

"Easy," she responded. "Just take a 
photo of a midget holding a doughnut 
hole, then enlarge it several times." 

"You're a genius," smiled Bloobstutter. 
"You shall have a bonus. Anything your 
heart desires." 

The girl said she desired to be back with 
that fellow at Lake Sloshabit. It was a 
simple matter for the broom to arrange. 

AS a matter of fact Bloobstutter went 
along with her. After his recent har- 
rowing experiences, the little bald man 
figured he needed a vacation, too. 

THE END 
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